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T be Hiflorie of 

Fal. Do fo, for it is worth the liftning to, thefe nine in Buc. 
krom, that I told thee of. 

Prin. So, two more already. 

Fal . Their points being broken, 
c Poynv. Downe fell his hofe. 

Fal. Began to giueme ground :but I followed me clofe.caree 
infoote and hand,& with athought.feuenof thccleuen I paid. 
Prsn.O mcnftrouslcleucn biiekrom men growne outoftwo? 
Fal. But as the diuel would haue it, three mif-begotte knaucs, 
in.Km/tf//grcene,cameatmy backeand let driueat tnc,forit 
was fo darke, Hal, that thou couldft not fee thy hand. 

Prin. Thefe lyes are like the father that begets them, grofle 
asamoutaine,ope palpable. Why thou clay-braind guts, thou 
knotty-pated foole,thou horfon obfcenegreafic tallow catch. 

Fal. What? art thou mad? art thou mad; is not the truth the 
truth? 

Prin. Why, how couldft thou know thefe men in Kenkll. 
greene, when itwas fo darke thou couldftnot fee thy hand? 
come tell vs your reafon, What faift thou to this?- 
Toy. Come, your reafon lacke, your reafon. 

Fal. What, vpon compulfion? Zoundes,andI wereatthe 
ftrappado, or al the racks in the world, I would not tel you on 
compulfion. Giuc you a reafon on compulfio? lfreafonswere 
as plenty as blackcbcrries,! would giue no maw a reafon vpon 
compulfion, I. 

< Prin. He be no longer guiltie of this finne. This fanguine 
coward, this bed-preiler, this horfe-back-breaker, this huge 
hil of fkfh. 

iW.Zblc.ud you ftarueling,yoti elfskin, you dried neats tong, 
buls-pizzel, you ftockcfilli : O for breath to vtt'er/whatislike 
thee? you taylets yard, you fheath,y r ou bowcafe,you vile ffan- 
dingtucke. 

iVi».Wcl, breath a while, and then to it againe,& when thou 
haft ti icd thy felfe in bafe cornparif6s,heare me [peak but thus 
Pay. Marke, /<*£%. . , 

Prin. Wc two,faw you foure, fet on foure & bound thorn, 1 -’ 
weremaiftersoftheir welth:maike now how aplainetau * 
put you downe ; then did wee two fet on you foure, and wit 
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word outfac’d you from your prize.# haue it,yea‘,&cari fifew 
it you here in the houfe : and Falftalffe, you carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly, with as quick dexterity ,Bb roared for mercy, & 
ftill run &roarc,as euerl heard Bul-calfe.What aflauc art thou 
to hack thy fword as thou haft done,& then fay it was in fight? 
What tncke ? what deuice? what ftarting hole can ft thou now 
find out.to hide thee from this open and apparant fliame? 

Poin. Come lets heare/4e^,whattricke haft thou now? 

Falf. By the Lord, I knew yee as well as lice that made yee. 
Why hearcyoumy maifters, wasit formec, to kill the Heire 
apparant ? Should I turne vpon the true Prince ? Why, thou 
knoweft l am as valiant as Hercttla: but beware inftinft,the Li- 
on willnot touch the true Prince, inftinft is a great matter . I 
wasaCowardon mftinft, I fhall tliinkethc better of my felfe, 
and thee, during my life; Ijfor a valiant Lion, and thou fora true 
Prince : but,by theLord.Lads,! am glad you haue the Money'. 
Hofteffe.clap to the doores, watch to night, pray to morrow : 
Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Hearts of gold, all the titles of godd Fel- 
lowship come to yoii. What, (hail we be merry?- iliall we haue 
a Play. extempore? 

Prin. Content, and the argnifient fhal be, thy running a wav. 

Fall] A,no more of that ffaisdc thou loueft me. Enter Hoftejfe. 

Heft. O lefu,my Lord the Prince! 

Prin. How now my Lady the Hofiejfe, what faift thou to mef 

Hof. Marry, my L there is a Noble man of the court,at doore 
would fpeake with you : hefayes, he comes from your father. 

Prin. Giuc him as much as will make him a Roy all man, and 
fend him backe againc to my mother, 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Hof. An old man. 

Fal. Whatdoth grauitieoutofhis Red at midnight ? Shall ! 
giue him his anfwcre? 

Trinl Prethee doe Facke. 

Falf Fayfh,andilefend him packing. Exit. 

Prin. Now firs : birlady you fought iaire,fo did you Pets, fo 
did you Ea> dolt, you are Lions too, you ran away vpon inftinft, 
you will not touch the true Prince,no fie. 

'Ear. Fay th,I ran when I faw others runne. 

E, Princei 
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